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into Manchuria and saw all round me frozen streams
and pools, fur-clad men and women,* I wondered
what my fate would be at Mukden if Antung so
much  to  the   south  was  well-nigh  Unbearable.
However, my mind was partly taken off these gloomy
thoughts by the reading matter I had provided
myself with, but more so by the unexpected company
I found in some Japanese military officers who were
going on to Port Arthur via Dairen. They gave me
interesting details about the Japanese Army and said
they served their country for a mere pittance. The
ordinary private got six sens a day, that is about a
penny-ha'penny, and they themselves had to wait
for years in the service and rise high before they got
anything like a hundred yens a month, that is about
a hundred and twenty-five pounds a year.    The
impression left on my mind in Japan of Japanese
officers was partly modified after meeting these men.
For at home they looked haughty and domineering
and apt to click their heels and rattle their swords
more frequently than it is pleasant for others to hear.
But these were fine fellows, perfectly well-mannered
and agreeable and quite interesting to talk to.   I,
however, exhausted before long what limited know-
ledge of English they possessed and so for the rest
of the journey I had to content myself with the
company of Alphonse Daudet and Victoria Cross.
And they both bore me excellent company that day.
Neither seemed to have any particular regard for
conventional morality and consequently the man-
hood and femininity they portrayed were seldom if
ever of the exemplary species.  But for that reason